io         THE THINGS WE ARE

He put the boxes swiftly back into their
drawer, gathered up his notes and sat down
in his wooden arm-chair again. " The Liberal
party cannot be held responsible for the
present unemployment which is the direct
result of the abnormal war-conditions/' He
put the papers on his knee and leaned his
head back to think over the proposition;
he could not think about it at all. He made
a last effort to hold the typewritten sentence
before his mind's eye, putting it there labo-
riously, word by word. As each new word
came into position an old one faded away,
Instead there came a picture which changed
little by little in details, hut the centre was
always the same,

Now sunlight streamed into the little room;
now it was grey, and he seemed to hear the
rain ; now it was dusk, and he himself would
enter with a pink-shaded lamp in his hand,
He would be bending clown to light the fire,
moving the steel shutter so timidly that the
least scraping jarred him through and through*
He would be looking over the books in the
shelves by the door, one by one, chilled by
the cold glance of even the most familiar, by
the insensibility of the books they had loved*
Bark-blue David Copperfield simply stared